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Chapter One or How | met my ex-lover and didn't run 
away screaming. 

Author's Notes: 

Next story about Jimmy's sister, not existing in real world, of course. But some details are true. 

Its 5 years after "The Heat", but prevoius story is "Autumn Journey’. 


Please, enjoy and leave a comment. 


In 1982, lan Gillan was the lead singer in his own band, simply called .. Gillan and had a pretty good time. He got 
rid of the stress exhausting him physically and mentally in Deep Purple and finally enjoyed his life and career. 
Officially, at odds with Purples, he was keeping contact with Roger Glover and Jon Lord, the latter close to me 
also because of playing in the same band, in Whitesnake. 


One day, Jon and his wife, invited me to their house for dinner. | was still very impressed by this man and 


gladly accepted the invitation. | bought wine from a good vintage and went. 


Guests there were extraordinary. Several musicians, including one conductor of a symphony orchestra, all with 
their wives or partners. Among them, surprised, | noticed lan Gillan We met a few years ago, in a memorable, 
sultry night in Robert Plants hotel room. Since then, or | should rather say since the wild affray, which then 
exploded tharks to my brother, we haven't seen each other any more. 


He noticed me too and walked over, looking at me intently. 


"Nice to see you again, Patti. Its been some time.. Jon was telling me a lot about you." He started, trying to 


catch my eyes. 
| felt a bit odd, for some kind of reason. 
"Nothing bad, | hope?" | replied, not very brilliantly. 


He grinned and, gosh.. the dimples appeared. | felt a certain softness in the knees. 
Tall just like Robert, with dimples, and a similar charisma. | felt like | was experiencing some kind of deja vu. 
Interestingly, even though there was a three year gap between them, lan was older than Robert, they were 


born almost on the same day. Robert August 20th, lan - theltth. Two zodiacal Leos in all their glory! 


"On the contrary, he's full of praise. He likes you very much. | was intrigued by what he said, and decided to 
find you. And an opportunity arose. Come on, let's talk. " 


He grabbed my arm and led me toward the sofa. 
"What do you drink?" 
"White wine, please", | replied and he left to bring me a glass. 


But we didn't get a chance to talk. Somebody stopped him for a chat, then another person and another. 


Someone approached to me, too. When he finally came to me, it was time to sit to the table. 
"We couldn't talk in private, but all is not lost that is delayed .." he said mysteriously and winked at me. 


At the table we sat almost opposite to each other. | had occasion to watch him, but | felt that he scans me 
too. Once in a while, when our eyes met, he was smiling knowingly. He was in a great mood, drinking much, 
laughing aloud but still being a gentleman. He seemed to have pockets full of jokes. | had no idea that he has 


such a great sense of humour! 


After the dinner, guests formed groups and continued conversations from before the meal. Jon's wife came to 
me and talked with me politely. We didn't know each other well, but | found her a very nice person. 
We spoke , when | felt that someone embraced my waist. That was lan. He held two glasses of wine in one hand 


and with the other one embraced me. Jon's wife turned to us with a smile, saying: 


‘lm leaving you in good hands. lan, dear, be good for our lovely guest. " 


lan escorted me to the corner of the room and we sat on the couch. He pulled out a pack of cigarettes and 
offered me a smoke. | took one mainly because | felt a bit uncomfortable and | needed something to occupy my 


hands. A glass in a hand was not enough. Anyway, the wine disappeared pretty quickly. Too fast. 
"Sooo, and how do you find the band?" He asked me a question, which must have been asked sooner or later. 


| wasn't sure what | was supposed to say. David Coverdale once replaced lan in Deep Purple. And even if lan has 
not been thrown out, but he left on his own request, for some reasons he wasn't the biggest fan of his 
successor, although usually spoke positively about his talent. However, | felt that telling him about David was 
like violating team loyalty, or something like that. Nevertheless, | didn't have those times any objections to my 
"boss", which | told lan. 

Despite | had many occasions to observe, even fairly close, some issues behind the scenes in the case of Led 
Zeppelin, | must admit that David had a lot more experience in show business than | did and | learnt a lot from 


him. | appreciated those lessons. 


lan was listening and sometimes just smiling mysteriously. | couldn't figure out the reason of that smile. It was 
possible, however, that he was laughing at my naive enthusiasm. And he shouldn't, because not that long ago, 


he was at a similar point of his career. 


We talked. lan was, and still is, a smart guy, so we had lots to discuss, without signs of mutual boredom. 
Meanwhile, time was ticking away and party was coming to an end. It was not very late, and we both didn't 
want to go home yet. We got into lan's car - not such a good idea, considering the amount of alcohol he drank, 


but | was young and reckless. 


"Fancy a drink at my place?" He asked, turning to me in the car before we set off. | was in so carefree mood 


that | gladly said ‘yes’, not thinking properly at the moment. 


lan, gently tickling me with his then very long hair, reached out to the glove compartment in front of me. He 


pulled out the joint. 
"You want one?" He said. | didn't refuse. 


He gave me the fire. When | wanted to share with him, he shook his head. He said he doesn't use drugs. 
Unbelievable, but true. He lit a cigarette. The car's interior smelled with pot. | felt blissfully and didn't react 
when he put his hand on my thigh and gently stroked it. 

| noticed this, of course, but found it pleasant. | even felt a kind of excitement. | liked lan still more and more. 
Short flashbacks, naughty thoughts came to my mind. We drove probably not very long, but for me, time 
ceased to exist. Thankfully lan didn't kill us on the road and we eventually got into one of the tall apartment 
buildings. And not the most elegant one. He said he had an apartment there. I+ really didn't matter for me. He 
pulled into an underground car park, opened my car door like a gentleman and escorted me to the lift. Finally, 


he let me into his apartment and turned on the light. 


"Sorry for the mess, | didn't have time to clean up .." he murmured, just above my head. 


His breath smelled of alcohol and cigarettes. | turned to him to say something, but the words didn't come out. | 
looked straight into his eyes. | had no idea or | forgot that they were so intensely blue. 

He touched my cheek, gently, very gently. He ran his fingers along the jaw line and touched my lips. | 
instinctively, moistened them, especially that | was as usually thirsty after smoking pot. lan opened his mouth 
at this sight and still looking at me, as if | was some kind of specimen in Museum of Natural History, slid his 
thumb into my mouth. | sucked it slightly. He took his hand away, but then grabbed me firmly by the hair at 
the height of my neck and gently pulled, forcing me to raise my head a little more. | felt a shiver passing down 
my spine and a weakness at my knees. He lowered his head, as if he wanted to kiss me, but he didn’t. He let go 


of my hair, and led me by the hand to see the rest of the apartment. | inhaled a deep breath and followed him. 
"And you know what?", | asked after a moment, when | already regained my normal breath. 


"Actually, that night in the hotel, it was not our first meeting. We've already met in the past, but you 
probably don't remember this ... " 


lan looked at me intrigued. 


Chapter Two. San Diego Zoo or what may happen to 


your room when Bonzo is in the mood 


Led Zeppelin tour in 1913. 


| was a small, eleven-year-old girl traveling with the band, staying along with them in hotels. | had my own 


room to be able to enjoy the freedom, or rather to let my brother enjoy his freedom. 


Jimmy was trying to take care of me as much as he could. He told Cole to watch over me, but Richard had a 
lot of work even without it, so he was looking after me very sporadically. Peter Grant was never going to be 


anyone's babysitter - since he had Cole to do so. 


So, | was existing in the world of a traveling Led Zepp kind of alone. Usually, it was the team of technicians who 


were taking care of me. With many | befriended. Overall, however, | was doing quite well alone. 


Led Zeppelin came to San Diego, CA, on 21.051913. Next concert, in San Diego Sports Arena, was scheduled on 
28.05. 


| went for dinner in the hotel restaurant. The guys didn't have anything scheduled for that day, everyone was 
relaxing the way they liked. Party was supposed to start in the evening. | ate alone, bestowing from time to 
time with sympathetic glances from waitress. Then | went to call home. | talked to my mom, telling her what 
was going on with us and later | went to ferret a bit in hotel's gift shop. It took me some time, but the only 
thing | bought was a book about California that | wanted to read. | took it to my room, but lost interest in 
reading. | felt like playing pool. 


Hotel had a bar with pool, so | went downstairs. | found out there, that there are other kids. Soon, two of them 
joined me. A boy and a girl, Canadian siblings, both a little older than me. They came to San Diego with parents, 
both experts in the same field of medicine, who came there for a scientific conference, and brought the 
children with them to show them the city. They told me all of that. 

| was not so effusive. | just told them that | was there with my brother. 


We had a great time together. Both of them were quite good, | also played well, training pretty often during 
stays in hotels. Time flew very quickly. | did not even notice that it was time for supper. This time | ate it in 
the company of my new friends. Then they invited me to their room. | had some objections, | didn't want to 
bother their parents, but it soon turned out that they were at the evening party at the university and will 
return to the hotel late at night. So | took advantage of the invitation, | didn't have much opportunities to 
spend some time with my peers. Finally, | confessed to them that my brother is a musician and what's the 
name of his band. Both were impressed, but not too much. They weren't very interested in music . They, of 
course, heard " Stairway " and some other songs on the radio, but basically shared the opinion of their 
parents, that this kind of music was no good. | was not going to argue with them . 

Time spent between the musicians and people of this whole show business, taught me tolerance for different 


tastes. 


Finally, when my hosts began to yawn openly, | realized how late it was. | was used to go to sleep late and 
didn't feel tired yet. Nevertheless, | felt like | overstayed their welcome. | said goodbye and returned to my 


room. 


At least to the place that used to be my room. 

My room basically ceased to exist, however. Its walls were still standing but the decor has changed beyond 
recognition Everything has been demolished. There was a torn curtain, sadly blowing in the breeze through the 
open window, mattress was dragged out of bed and partially protruded through the window, bed frame was 
broken. | looked out cautiously. On a driveway a few floors below, lay TV set, smashed to pieces. It was the one 
from my room. Only antenna and wall socket torn out from the wall left. 

Whoever threw it out, did not bother to remove the plug. Just yanked it. Broken glass was everywhere in the 
room - wine glasses, jug and two vases were broken into pieces. Flowers withered on the carpet, deprived of 
water. But the worst part was that my stuff, my personal things were thrown around. Clothes, underwear, 
books.. All of it was thrown out of the closet and scattered. Unfortunately, some of them were destroyed. | 
experienced a real shock, however, when | saw the remains of my acoustic guitar lying near the wall. 
Apparently, while | was gone, a huge, sort of party took place there. As if to confirm this thought, | suddenly 
heard a terrible rumbling coming from the same floor, several rooms away. | didn't have to guess twice. | knew 
too well that it was Bonzo, playing this incredibly loud music. There was no point in trying to knock at his door. 


He wouldn't notice. 

I+ looked like wild animals from San Diego Zoo broke into my room and decided to re-decorate it. | was shocked. 
So | went to Jimmy’ s room, but he didn't open. He wasn't there or he was not able to open. My thoughts 
came to Robert. John Paul didn't used to sleep in the same hotels as the rest. He knew what he was doing. He 
was appreciating the rest between concerts. So if | wanted to spend the night in decent conditions, | had to try 


to find Robert. 


| walked down the corridor, trying to recall where his room was. It was too late to risk knocking on all the 


doors in row. | took a chance and didn't miss. He opened the door dressed in jeans only, terribly disheveled. 
"Hey, what happened? You're not in bed?" He was surprised to see me. 


Suddenly | felt like | was about to cry. It must have been easily seen on my face, because Robert frowned and 


let me inside. 


"My room is trashed, | don't even have a place to sleep because my bed is smashed, Jimmy's not opening or 


he's not in his room, | have no place to go." | sobbed 


"Was it Bonzo ..? Is it him.who's playing this music now?" asked Robert. | shrugged, | didn't know that for sure, 
but with a high probability it could be assumed that in fact, it was him. 


"Well, it's no time to think about it. We'll find out tomorrow. It's very late, Pat. Today you sleep in my room. l'm 
not going to the front desk and make a fuss now. Are you ok with it?" said Robert. 


| agreed, what else should | do? Anyway, | felt safe with him. Not to mention the fact that | was really 


exhausted. 
" All my things are scattered , Robert . And my jacket .." tears like peas went down my cheeks. 


" | was saving my pocket money to buy that jacket.. and my guitar.. ", | couldn't stop this flood of tears, ".. | 
got it from Jimmy .. He said that | had to take a good care of it, and now it's lying there.. destroyed." 


Robert looked at me visibly angry . Not at me. At the fact that someone destroyed my room and caused my 
tears. He hugged me to the bare chest and gently stroked my hair . 


" Shhh .. do not cry , baby .." he tried to calm me down ." Tomorrow we will see how to fix it. And now, 


come here ", he threw back the covers of his , still intact bed and told me to jump into it. 
"I have no pyjamas, | don't know where is it.. "| whispered shyly . " And I'd like to take a bath. " 


Robert rummaged in his suitcase for a moment and finally took out a clean T -shirt with Zeppelin logo. For me 
it was big as tent, but it could at least pretend a nightgown . | took it gratefully and went to the bathroom. | 
took a quick shower , dried myself with his towel. | really didn't care about it at that moment. | climbed into 
bed and snuggled up to the pillow . Robert lay down beside me on the quilt and took a book, intending to read a 
bit . | fell asleep in the blink of an eye . 


When | woke up in the morning , he was still asleep . | sat down at a small coffee table and began to read my 
book about California, which miraculously survived the hotel room massacre , and which Robert took with him 
from there last night. 

After some time | got tired with reading, so | went back to bed quietly, didn't want to wake Robert up. 

| looked at his face. He was so calm .. He was breathing steadily, even if he had a stuffy nose. He was whistling 
a little with it. He dreamt of something, | saw his eyes moving under the eyelids. Finally he briefly snored and 
opened his eyes. For a few seconds he stared at me with strange expression on his face, but when he recalled 


why | was in his bed , he smiled at me . 
" Good morning, you got up early. l'm sure you're hungry, aren't you?" 


| couldn't deny it. Robert ordered breakfast to the room and we ate it quickly. 


It was time to estimate damages and losses. 


The room didn't look better than in the night. On the contrary, in the light of the day we saw even more of 
the destruction . Robert looked at it all with a little horror in his eyes. 


" Pick up your things," he finally said to me. "See what is worth keeping. I'll help you." 


Not waiting for my answer, he started to dig through all that mess, taking pieces of my clothes and my books 
out of it. Once again | noticed my beloved , dream jacket, irreversibly destroyed . | picked it up from a broken 
bed frame , where | left it last night and started to cry. | was aware of the fact that this is not a good 
reason to cry , but | was only eleven-year-old . Robert looked at me sympathetically. 


He left on the chair things which he already found and hugged me. 
Then, Bonzo came in. 


It was evident that he had a huge hangover and was not in a very good mood . He wanted to say something, 


but glanced at Robert still cradling me to his chest and stopped speechless . 
" John , that went too far, mate. Why did you demolish Patti's room? ", asked Robert. 
John read reproach in his voice and made an embarrassed face. 


" | didn't know that it was your room , baby ..", he came up to us and knelt down in front of me. He had red 


eyes and puffed bags under them. 
" What do you have here? ", he pointed the jacket | was holding! told him. 


" Honey, really, | feel terribly stupid. I'll do everything for you ! I'll buy you a new one. Just tell me where. I'll 
buy you twol | really willl Require what you want! " 


Odd, but | believed in his repentance without reservations . Bonzo, as zodiacal Gemini, had a dual nature . On the 
one hand, alcohol was unleashing the beast living in him, making him to do things that he was later often 
ashamed of. On the other hand, he was a fantastic, family-loving man, with a heart of gold . 


| sluggishly nodded in response to his words . And in fact , on the same day , when | moved to a new room , | 
found two jackets nicely arranged on the bed - the same as mine, one of the same colour , the second one - 
black. 

| was thrilled , because when | was choosing one for me in the boutique, | wondered about the choice between 
those two colours. Now, | had both. But time has shown that | lost heart for them. | was wearing both of 
them from time to time, but | didn’t have such joy from it as | had before. 


But | never told Bonzo. 


Chapter Three or How | decided to marry Ritchie 
Blackmore. 


In the evening that day, John came into my room and handed me a piece of paper. 
" What is it? ' | asked. 
" Read it" , he seemed to be very proud of himself . So | looked again. 


It was a ticket for a concert with a few performers. Rare Earth, Buddy Miles, Rory Gallagher. The star of the 
right was supposed to be Deep Purple . 


" lIl go there with you, if you want. | wouldn't let you go there alone, but if you go, I'm going with you. Just 


tell me if you want to go or not. If not, I'll think about something else. ' 
"But it's tomorrow"", | exclaimed. 
The problem was that we were in California, concert was at Hofstra University in Hempstead, NY. On 29051973. 


"So, that's why you must decide now. We have plane just after a concert" That night a gig at San Diego Sports 


Arena was supposed to take place. 

"But. the concert in Inglewood, the Forum." 

"Weill be back on time, don't worry about that. Hts on 3105, we have plenty of time 
Apparently, there were no limits for Bonzo. 


| was stunned . Sure, | wanted to go! | embraced him with my arms and kissed him on the shaggy cheek. He 


tightly hugged me and patted on the back. 

" So, we have an appointment, right?" | cheerfully nodded . 

| looked forward to the next day. | always wanted to see Deep Purple live . Even as an eleven year old kid, | was 
aware of their greatness , especially that year , when they reigned on all musical fronts. And only a few people 
knew then that tensions between them, internally, are worse than bad, and the group would soon fall apart. 


| didn't pay much attention to other artists' performances, to be honest. | was waiting for the star. 


Thanks to the fact | was there with Bonzo, | could watch all the show from side of stage. 


Ritchie Blackmore was standing about four meters away from me. | couldn't stop watching him. He was a true 


guitar wizard! Jimmy, of course, was dancing with his guitar on stage as well, but he never created such a 
theater, such a show like that inconspicuous in growth and stature Man in Black was doing. 

His guitar was circling around his body, it was tossed, trampled, jiggled, but above all, it was creating all those 
extraordinary sounds. Ritchie, in some moments was melting in poetry of his music, and sometimes attacking 


the strings with an aggressive rage, as if they were his worst enemies. 


| stood there speechless when they played "Strange Kind of Woman ". That famous duel between lan Gillan's 
voice and Ritchie Blackmore's guitar was happening in front of my eyes and | couldn't believe what | was looking 
at. 


Of course, not once | saw similar duels between Robert and Jimmy, but that one, there, was different. 


lan.. his voice range was incredible. | was comparing him to Robert, even though it was quite a different voice. 
lan was teasing Ritchie or vice versa. | had an impression that they both had a good fun out of it. Even Man in 
Black was smiling for a while. Priceless. | was thrilled. Since that night, | already knew - there were two voices | 


was in love with. 


The rest of the group also made an electrifying impression on me, but these two, was enough for the whole 
group. lan in light blue jeans outfit, with shortened hair waving around his face and neck , with a beard hiding 
his handsome, but visibly tired face. Jon Lord behind his organs, also in jeans, stooping over keyboard, lan Paice 
playing his drums with virtuosity. Tight and melodic at the same time - bass of incredible Roger Glover. | 
couldn't stand still. | was dancing to the roaring music , watching with fascination the act of destroying the 
guitar and the final fire on the scene. People in the audience went crazy. At the beginning of third song, "Space 
Truckin’ ", lan had to calm them down. It didn't help much. They sang along with him - "Come on, come on, 
come on! SPACE TRUCKIN: |" 


The last lan's bow - with his ass aimed to the audience. The concert was over, and | was in love. 

John was looking at me with barely concealed amusement. 

"So, did you like it ? ", he asked. 

" YEEES " | yelled , trying to outshout the noise on stage. 

"He is WON-DER-FUL ! I think I'll marry him! " 

Bonzo threw back his head and roared with laughter . 

"You'll marry Gillan ? " 

" WHAT? "| looked at him like he was crazy. "I'll marry Ritchie , of course! " 

| was outraged that he could think otherwise. Bonzo was laughing, he couldn't stop, but concert was over. John 


grabbed the cuff of one of the guys, who was a member of Purple's tech team. He shouted something to the 
guy's ear. That guy pulled away, nodded and showed John a thumb up. 


Soon, it turned out that John asked if we could see the band backstage. Minutes later we got there. 


They all were tired, it was very visible, not to mention the animosity between lan and Ritchie. Nevertheless, 
they seemed to be glad about John Bonhams visit. Even though he was playing in a competitive group,still he 
was THE GREAT John Bonham. 


John took me by the hand when we stepped into their dressing room. All of them were sweating, panting, but 
pleased with the concert. They grabbed drinks and quaffed them. Only lan Gillan, after draining his vodka and 
tonic, began to quickly gather his belongings and turned towards the exit . He resigned, however, when he 


noticed John. Greeted him politely and even warmly, and looked at me. 
"Oh , and who is this? ", he asked with a smile. "Is this little Miss Bonham ? " Archly ruffled my hair. 


| thew him a somber gaze , which caused his laughter . | noticed that he had a slightly curved upper central 


incisors, which only added him extra charm. | pulled my hand toward him in very formal gesture. 
"My name is Patricia Page ". 


He slightly raised his eyebrows. Took my hand, raise it a little and stooping down, kissed it in a truly continental 
way. | blushed immediately. 


" Jim 's sister ," added John . 

" Oh, there's no doubt about it", he said. "I'm delighted. " lan smiled again and turned to John. 

They were talking for a short time and lan finally disappeared from there. 

| stood aside and was looking for Blackmore, who just like my brother, ensconced in a corner and was not too 
talkative. Especially, when Gillan was there. 

| was too shy to approach him, | wouldn't be able to say a word to him. But what | had Bonzo for? It was not 
long , when he embraced me again with his bear arm and directed to Man in Black. Bonzo held out his large 


hand, which Richie shook a little hesitantly. No smile, of course. 


" | brought you your groupie , Ritchie " said Bonzo. One, almost black eye of Blackmore flashed in my direction 
But only one. John didn't give up. 


" She's doing quite well with the guitar." | wanted to kick him in the ankle. 


Blackmore glared again, and handed me an acoustic guitar he was about to pack up to the case. Without one 


word. 


Stunned, | took it cautiously, almost with devotion. | had a brainstorm. What to play? What would he do if 


something go wrong? What shall | do? 
The guitar had detached belt, so | sat down on a chair, leaning it on my knee. My cheeks were burning. 


| played few chords, to check guitar's tune. And then | took a chance. | bowed my head over the box and played 
Robert Johnson's "Sweet Home Chicago". 


All eyes turned in my direction. All, except those belonging to Blackmore. He was staring at his fingernails as if 
they were the most interesting things on Earth. | continued playing, shyly humming song's words. Bonzo with a 
broad smile on his face was clapping to the rhythm. | heard someone singing. It was Roger Glover. Confusing 
the text, but we sounded together surprisingly well. 

Ritchie just sat and watched impassively. 


| finished at 3/4 of the song and returned guitar to the owner. Then, he looked at me for the first time really. 
Straight in the eyes and finally cracked a smile. | froze. Strange shiver went through me . He was a really 


strange man . 


"Not bad, | must say..", he murmured. "But you know that you must practise, don't you?.." | nodded, 
John wouldn't be himself if he didn't set me up. 


"Pat confessed that she would like to marry you, when she grows up!", he exclaimed. Everyone in that room 


burst out with laughter. 


Ritchie smiled with a crooked smile again . 
"Well, unfortunately, I'm a married man. So, I'm afraid, it won't be possible." He said with a quiet, pleasant voice. 


He sounded pretty serious. | smiled embarrassed . | understood that he was mocking at me. 


Soon, we evacuated ourselves from there . As we sat in the car taking us to the airport, | thanked John for a 


beautiful surprise. | forgave him completely that wrecking of my room. 


Chapter Four. But his name was.. 


All of this | told lan 
He was thinking a deep thought for a moment, and he probably recalled something, because a smile lit up his 


face. 


" What.. was it really you? Unbelievable .. | don't remember that too well, but | recall that Bonzo once came 


backstage with a young girl. When you introduced yourself so formally, | remember my thought, that in fact, 


you looked pretty alike Jimmy, but you had also a lot of Robert in you. It was so strange .. ' 
Well, here we go again . | sighed resignedly . 

It wasn't a first time, when somebody noticed my resemblance to both gentlemen of Led Zepp. Generally, 
looking quite alike Jimmy, | had also something in common with Robert. One dimple in left cheek, some kind of 
softness in moves, lopsided smile.. This brought to people's minds a connotation with Robert. Even if | was only 
a dark-haired, green-eyed and eleven-year-old girl. 

" l'm glad that over the years I've begun to resemble a woman finally.. " | murmured. 

" Oooh ... certainly you have.. " lan took a glance behind my neckline. " Even then you looked like a girl, but at 
the same time just like a.. clone of those two. | couldn't understand how it was possible that you had so many 
Plant's features. Hmmm.. Maybe you still have some of them..", he added after a few seconds, looking at me 


with squi nted eyes. 


" Nobody could.. But now, stop it." | whispered straight into his mouth, cutting this fruitless discussion off and 
kissed him. | felt his teeth biting my lip slightly. 


He still had the upper ones so charmingly crooked . It turned me on. 

"Why didn't you tell me this back then, years ago, in Robert's hotel room?", he asked, unbuttoning my blouse. 
"At first, | forgot about it, | felt really bad then. And later.. well.. | didn't want you to see that little girl in me. 
That's obvious, isn't it? We spent a great time together when you didn't remember me.. I'm not sure, actually, 


if | did right telling you this now..", | teased him. 


"Well, l'm sure it won't bother me..", he said with his low voice, taking off my bra | sighed and grabbed his hair 


when he slowly laid me on his bed and kissed my breasts for the first time since | was sixteen 
"Am | mistaken or they grew a bit..?" , he murmured cupping them in his hands. 


| laughed. 


‘lm not a teenager anymore. Come on, take off your trousers.’ 


And he did. 
He was as wonderful as | remembered.. 


But his name was not Robert. 


To be continued in Looking for love. 


